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ABSTRACT
It has been my goal in the following poems to pull readers in several directions 
at once. By organizing the work around the emotional arc of loss, anger, and 
hope and its realization in love, I have attempted to present the notion that while 
we may be engaged in any one stage of this cycle, our actions, decisions, and 
relationships may be influenced to an equal or even stronger degree by the other 
stages. I have tried to focus the collection’s tension around these seemingly 
contradictory feelings; specifically, in the region where two distinct unions 
overlap. The first being that between the “I” (or speaker of the poem) and the 
Other (i.e., friends, those we admire, peers, spouse, etc.); the second, between that 
“I” and himself. Through formal gestures, however, it is my hope that the poems 
achieve the restraint necessary to avoid the sometimes solipsistic results of 
confessional poetics.
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GREAT FALLS
THE THEORY OF RELATIVITY
The speed of light 
depends less on its source 
than on the houses, lit up 
and long gone from us, 
in which we were young.
No less than does 
the razor, a mirror; 
the string-tied locust, 
a kite. Having fled 
across the bone range
on the border between 
our and our fathers’ 
better use of hands, voice, 
the attic windows 
came to resemble our
eyes, the front door, 
walking out our mouths 
to enter the world, 
every day of what felt 
like the rest of our lives.
WHAT IT TAKES TO TRAVEL
The elephant- 
tusk carved frog 
and the schist flakes 
we cleaved from that cave 
mouth, near Gallup, 
before tall clocks 
crooned five o’ clock bells 
and the Congo became 
a deathwish, a mushy peach 
on a plate of ripe plums.
That that dirt bow 
through western New Mexico 
tied us for a time 
to more than a thousand dust 
capitals, and for having 
held for all those miles 
such a shaky wheel, 
we should be proud.
Can’t you see, 
you and I love pain, 
are blind to what it takes 
to carry out of diamond 
mines more than too light 
a load of coal.
So go on, 
take what you’re given. Run. 
It’s noon. Your face 
shines like a sundial.
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A POEM FOR CANADA
So I write a poem for Canada 
knowing nothing about Canada 
besides its unlucky geography 
and that some Canadians, 
like those who boarded me 
during a Boy Scout jamboree 
for a weekend in 1984, 
own large round trampolines.
With gargantuan Canadian 
hockey playing Boy Scouts,
I bounce up and down 
in my poem for Canada, 
and the Calgary suburbs 
behind the American-looking 
buck-toothed fence, too, bounce 
up and down, up and down...
In my poem for Canada 
an Ottawan poet drinks 
battery-tasting Canadian beer 
and tells me that when a boy 
in Canada turns fifteen 
he’s made to drink his father’s 
weight in American brandy, 
attend whatever game of hockey
can be found, and, after having 
decided which team opposes, 
preferably by means of an insult 
spit into the penalty box, 
lose the first in a string of teeth 
before a crowd of his countrymen 
and, as in my poem for Canada, 
one slow-drinking American.
f o r  Steve Reid
APPLE
“Didyou wash it?”
— my wife, before every apple I eat
On your rind shines the time 
I kissed that tall girl, Farah, 
between walls of a playground
pyramid that stood next to 
the spot in the sand on which 
I landed when, at the precise
moment the swing achieved 
its zenith, I jumped, a perfect 
arc, like those you made
when, with Seth and Tom, 
and others whose names time 
has peeled from my memory core,
I launched you, or potatoes— 
whatever produce could be 
found— from a sling so large
it took two to hold and one 
to pull back and shoot, 
over what I now
realize was and was 
not taking place beneath 
our neighbors’ roofs.
AUGUST
All day the days that took all day 
to spark, flare, and conflagrate, 
fifty thousand acres were 
reduced to toast, blackened by a blue 
heat hottest at its edges.
Scraping barcodes and price 
tags off used book covers,
I came to wield a razorblade 
as deftly as the blazes left the hills 
to smolder, start over.
At night,
between the covers of works 
shelved curiously close to best 
sellers, I found a tongue in whose 
stories women bowed, bent,
and twisted like singed brush.
About the burning I felt, 
flipping from picture to picture,
I learned only how to put it out.
And only for a while.
FOLLOWING MONSOONS
—Phoenix
Fist-clenched litde fathers 
ran the glass-clear streets, 
leaving in puddles endless
circles. Concrete flattened 
the desert fast, and if not 
for want of my last
breath, I might never 
have stopped beneath 
the washcloth moon,
dropped my outstretched 
arms to my sides, lifted 
my chin up off my chest.
HALO BRACE
Six stories straight down.
My stepfather fell headfirst 
and in the four minutes 
before paramedics shocked 
his heart back to life, he 
saw no light. As for a tunnel,
forget it. N ews Center 10 
called it a workplace 
a testament to what is best 
in us, because his coworkers 
reacted, according to the on­
scene reporter, like heroes.
ju s t fo r  dialing 9-1- asked
my mother. I don’t know, 
her narrow shoulders said. 
Skyscraper bones, said my 
little brother, when my step­
father came home, the brace
affixed to his skull at either 
temple by two bars, one which 
he’d tied a stuffed parrot to. 
With stone-black plastic eyes 
it watched as I jumped 
back and forth across the back
of the couch, shunning his 
growing need to punch, 
before, getting home from 
work, my mother locked 
their bedroom door behind 
her. To it, I pressed an ear,
hearing how she dealt with 
the fact that in spite of what 
the doctors kept saying, 
full recovery had been
impossible since long before 
the accident, for which
he began, as therapy, with 
a soldering iron, to piece 
together the stained glass 
installed in the building 
where we ate once a month 
for free, in trade, when still
a restaurant. As for the one 
from whose scaffolding 
he dropped, if the sun is high 
and shining hot enough 
onto concrete, you can see 
where so much blood pooled
and thickened around his head 
that all one eyewitness did 
when interviewed was cry.
If she only knew,
I thought.
If she only knew.
ADVICE
Learn to love the word like 
Ritalin dropped with rye at dusk.
Risk the will to live the way 
those near won’t think or care about.
Doubt time. How long you’re told it takes 
to land a perfect line. Don’t capitulate.
Hand over your heart on a heated 
plate, to patience, and to prurience.
Stack sane, solid bales of hay. Toss aside stones 
dug up with willow roots. While
Miles Runs the Voodoo Down, do 
nothing but listen, like life
ends if a second you turn your ear 
away. Take a wife. Respect the weather.
Never underestimate your name 
or the mornings memory makes you
late for the line that leads to work.
Be most boastful of books, and
least, of having slept with the likes 
of those who wish to publish one.
Offend, often, the offices
of the Pope, the President, and the Poet Laureate. 
Find the highest flag, then lower it.
HOW I KNEW
“But bow’d  you  know she was the one?”
— Steve Reid
The clever girl beat a long day, lay down. 
Turned in sleep toward her need, a keen eye. 
In dream after dream she knew the numbers 
with which the mark on the lock must align. 
The clever girl walked deserts without burrs 
sticking to her socks. Said, this is my town.
Said, I respond at once to what’s at hand.
I did or did not like the clever girl.
Whatever. She likely didn’t think of me 
anyway. If so, what would I have done?
Most of what she said I didn’t understand. 
Everything I knew I thought was simple. 
What if to her I had been some apple?
Forget the past? Say, th world’s cruel?
RAIN
The poet Joe Bolton took his own life in Tucson, 
in the morning o f  the last day o f  March, 1989.
I deal with September 
by storytelling
in the language I heard 
sung by three-thousand
miles of blacktop, dirt, 
and mud, between where I am
and the town of my birth.
Already summer’s leaves
have looped to brown.
Before long towns like
Laird, Coal, Snag, and Tok 
begin to wonder two
things: When’s it no longer 
necessary to endure
unending dark? and why, 
as you asked, is it so hard to ever
tell the truth about the 
Joe, the answer inhabits
the roads I drove to find 
a creek-stream confluence,
where with days, appreciation 
for the brilliance of a one-
note symphony played 
on a tin piano, grows.
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CEMENT
We stirred it 
with tall trowels, until
like damp beach dug 
in, it burped, gurgled.
With it we built walls
while he cussed orders, 
drank. Our shoulders
grew shovel wide.
We wanted nothing
but to lift and 
drop him until 
marbled, he 
crumbled.
fo r  Brendan
MY FAVORITE TREE
It leans a little to the left 
on the north side of the trail, 
has turned for fall, and standing 
before it, estimating the number 
of needles fallen from it 
into a moss whose name, 
like its, I do not know,
I look to our dogs, sitting in 
and drinking from, a cold puddle, 
and for a moment it means less 
than the biscuits in Jen’s pocket.
To her, another fascination 
for which she has forsaken 
gold, my favorite tree is
the blank space on a sheet
of paper, below the title
“Coming to Understand My Father.”
For the wind that but for
the last week of September
here rarely blows, it is
a measure of effectiveness
in a forest of effective measures. 
That it is not as I had 
believed since first finding it, 
an evergreen, will take getting 
used to. Like the long walks 
that ended dead at love, 
it will take some getting used to.
- 18-
INTERROGATIONS
I could no longer 
see her for the she 
her had become
***
I could no longer
go for a walk for the cloverleaf
the road I once walked had become
***
I could no longer
market my mandarins for the mall
the cart had become
***
I could no longer
plane the timber for the two-by-fours 
the trees had become
***
I could no longer
catch anything but the shrink-wrap in which 
the salmon had come
***
I could no longer
draw a bead for the clapboard
the buffalo had become
***
I could no longer
hear my name for how tarred
the veins had become
***
I could no longer
claim the heart for the chair
revenge had become
***
I could no longer 
make love for the act 
sex had become
***
I could no longer 
throw for the exhibit 
the clay had become
APPLE
“A sweet tasteful o f an apple which rich nature cherished 
was used, and it became the sweets o f rich flavor.
Please enjoy the crimson apples which spread to a mouth.
—from a Japanese box of pastries
MUSE
This vocation I have chosen is one 
I like to think of
as the noblest of humanity’s pursuits, 
but one which you
seem to regard with blatant skepticism 
and disappointment.
You seem to feel that I should desist 
while young enough 
to begin again, in a line with more 
opportunities
for upward mobility, less concerned 
with love.
You may feel that by writing to you
I mean to suggest
that I believe I exhibit an aptitude
for this field, when
all I have ever wanted to tell you
is the truth.
LAPAZ
Every building a soldier guards 
must house something valuable.
Rifles strapped to shoulders, 
their eyes follow as we pass.
The businessmen for whom 
these men make unbreachable
walls of themselves, bump Jen, 
who tightens her hold on my arm.
Vendors of pineapple slices, 
pirated Hilfiger and porn
flash by, Buy me, Buy me, Buy me,
they scream into microphones.
Beneath an overpass choked 
with the same three models
of automobiles, a gas-masked 
gangsta’ is painted, in his palm
a potted sunflower, blooming.
In the Plaza San Francisco,
a legless beggar is a lump 
on a pallet with wheels. When
we double her take of bolivares 
she looks up and, like she
knows our honeymoon brought 
us, mumbles, Vaya con Dios.
BESTOWING SKY
— Fairbanks, Alaska: September
To a friend in Puerto Rico 
I write, we lose seven 
minutes o f  sunlight a day 
to increasingpurple.
I write, winter is 
the inevitable shadow 
soon to cover this splattered 
andfrayed plum  yellow.
Of snowfall in the dim 
glow of streetlights,
countless stars 
on a turning ceiling.
And of the weather 
report, which called 
for a chance of rain:
We push few  things further.
WHAT I GAVE
The upper chamber of the left ventricle 
of my heart. The moon-of-flesh
bandsawed from the tip of my right thumb. 
The contact that for two days
saw what takes place behind my right eye. 
My left earlobe, through
which I heard nothing but that where 
obliged to give, I took.
Five too long boiled eggs. One big toenail 
(unblackened). The cardigan given to me
by a moth eaten, frayed girlfriend.
The boots I shoveled acres free of dung in.
The fly peeled from candlewax
and the candle, because what people need
is practical. A yellow plastic 
half-gallon of tampered with milk.
The newspaper with headlines that shout.
WHEN ALONE I LOSE HOPE
Unlike apples that all of a sudden 
have spots as soft as the skin covering 
the livered backs of an old woman’s 
hands, our love won’t leave by way of rot. 
Proof in the appearance of hunger on my 
face at the airport, where with each 
disappearance of a steel step the escalator 
brings you that much more back into 
detail. I remain determined not to satisfy 
my apprehension. I keep a waxy surface. 
But in case the opposite should happen 
and for some reason we’ve no appetite 
for apples when we are old, I promise 
that in your absence, I’m a spiral peel.
COMING TO UNDERSTAND MY FATHER
Because of mushrooms 
I believed I could save a stand of birch 
that because of some untreated fever 
had been left devoid of bark.
By bear-hugging trunks 
and bearing temperatures 
that freeze water, I figured 
the tracks I left in mud
might lead others to where 
I was exemplifying momentous 
by warming a cold and lonely 
first Thursday in October,
two weeks before my twenty-eighth birthday, 
the age at which my father 
went for a walk only to become 
a block of ice in some northern city.
But time came no nearer to stopping—
even slowing to notice—
than did voices, to getting louder.
So, telling myself that to be distant
and known both at once 
would weaken with every step because 
I’d drawn close and would draw 
closer yet, I left the trees.
XANADU
To save money for school 
I took a storage closet 
in the attic of a couple 
who had sex every night.
The ceiling slanted sharply, 
like the wedge of cheese 
with the name you can’t 
pronounce, and touched
the floor at the foot 
of the spring-dead mattress 
I reached for another beer 
from, and flipped pages
of a Hustler on, while 
Charles Foster Kane, as boy, 
was being dragged across 
the TV screen, in the scene
which ends his youth.
When next seen, he’s become 
keeper of his family’s wealth, 
and by the way Orson Welles
accompanies the chorus 
line: It’s a wonderful role.
As far from finding a groove 
as, downstairs, my landlord’s
legs were to being closed,
I watched each girl I knew 
land a leading role in movies 
you had to be tall enough
to reach the high handle 
to rent. When the dean 
in his speech to the freshman 
class repeatedly used the word
preparedness, I thought 
of Kane, how far from being 
a true citizen he was, 
his life spent in pursuit
of one of every object he 
could buy. There is the octopus, 
the pyramid, the statue of the 
Roman soldier charging battle,
and finally, through a gate, 
toward high marble steps, 
carried in by a crane, 
comes the mule.
BOAT
. . .  rejoice in you r growth, in which you  
naturally can take no one with y o u ...
— Rilke
Nothing I could write about a boat 
would’ve brought you aboard a metaphor 
whose subject is the distance Rilke wrote 
to Kappus about, in the fourth 
letter. So what i f  swells should be wretched,
I’d written, and curl high above it?
And, Low wide can a cold ocean be stretched 
between one person and a ll the rest?
Instead, convinced I’d read him correcdy 
(that is, with a mind to drown, not sail),
I said to myself, don’t  be a baby, 
and did my best to not feel frail, 
as if to stay afloat, the need to suffer 
puts faith in the sea becoming calmer.
GOLF AND MY OLD MAN
It was neither a case of a swing flaw 
nor clubs that had lost their grooves; 
he was a three-hundred yard drive 
of a drunk, wearing his Titleist 
towel as a cape, his headcovers 
as boxing gloves. At The 19th
he couldn’t keep his eye on the bar. 
One minute he’d be slicing 
the crowd, looking to land his 
duck-hook, the next, rolling 
beer botdes across tabletops, 
claiming to be reading the break.
On the course he’d caddy 
booze, burp in the backswing 
of your putting stroke. He’d 
lift and place your ball 
into sand traps, laugh as you 
raked away your footprints.
GRAFFITI
Don’t think I won’t 
leave my mark on this 
city, right here, next 
to where so many each 
day go speeding by.
For I’ve lived and slept 
on banks of littered 
rivers, let contaminated 
water wash me clear 
of having lived clean.
My body has failed.
Lethal vegetables, after 
being picked from 
spoiled valleys and in 
toxic factories turned
into groceries, which 
I’ve placed into enough 
plastic for god to have 
carried home the world, 
saw to that. My brain
is the oil I drained 
from the manifolds 
of countless automobiles, 
and burned in drums.
I have bulls-eyes tacked
to straw bales in my 
backyard, in the manner 
in which my father 
taught me to shoot; 
and the dishes that for
months sat next to the 
sink, awaiting wet leaves 
to scrub ghosts back
into glass, were dropped 
and, like my hands, broke.
I’ve marched in the army 
of spoons, done battle 
with the angry plates. Don’t 
think I’ve not earned my 
paint. Don’t think I won’t.
A KIND OF RHYTHM
Then, when time felt right, 
they tipped one another back 
into the city, after shots and 
nickel beer chasers, bass
the deejays fill floors with. 
Knuckled up to the still 
side of the bar, bills folded 
lengthwise over middle fingers,
they bought tougher next 
beginnings. One would find, 
flanked by the sharp dressed, 
movement that felt like love.
Seated, the other was covered 
in the same bright squares 
of spinning light, thrown off 
by a different mirrorball.
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THIS EVENING
I’m going to take 
no walk for inspiration.
In some other fashion will results 
be forthcoming.
Don’t underestimate me;
I’ve done this before. Satisfactorily.
And to do anything satisfactorily 
requires give and take.
Therefore, a walk, which is for me 
full of inspiration, 
this evening won’t be forthcoming. 
Whatever the results.
What, then, might result 
in more of the...satisfactory?
In the time forthcoming 
takes to be, what can be taken?
Quality? Inspiration?
Just because I’ve done this don’t expect me
to know. If up to me, 
to hell with results; 
to simply be inspired 
would be satisfactory.
Anything beyond would be taking 
from what’s forthcoming,
and for the forthcoming 
to lose possibility sounds to me 
like forcing. So I’m taking 
my time. Appreciating results.
Striving for more than satisfactory. 
Inspiring inspiration!
CODA:
So I tried to quantify inspiration 
by scheming on the forthcoming
for material satisfactory
enough that you might say about me,
he’s unconcerned with results.
I’m sorry. Let me just take
this from the beginning, maybe get some results.
THIS EVENING I ’m going to take no walk f o r  inspiration. 
Most unsatisfactory. Shoes, come forth.
fo r  Jim Simmerman

GLORY DAYS
July, month Sonora 
drinks her fill, swings 
soberly shut. The screen
door dangles 
by its upper hinge 
over a slab of porch,
onto which Barnett 
steps, lifts a dead 
lamp off a lawnchair
for a place to sit 
and listen to the radio. 
Water tables fall.
Phoenix sucks, 
belches a lake a day 
of the Colorado.
His mother blows 
through like tumble­
weed, as quietly
as the neighbor’s 
golf balls whisper 
into a net.
Springsteen drawls.
The yard is dirt.
There are other ways
to drown.
HIS VOYAGE BEGINS
He smells like the balm 
the nurses roll him 
to rub on the bedsores 
on his back, the breeze
fills his nose, the son- 
of-a-bitch, in the hour 
after rain in the desert, 
only time when what
it means to be alive 
is no sweeter than life 
itself, when what he deserves 
is the bedpan’s stench,
to have the orbitability 
of his blood tested forever 
and his skin-withered 
body, its bones, like
skyward pointing 
telescopes, displayed 
in the bathroom 
of every Brass Rail
between here and what 
passes for a dive on Venus. 
What has been said 
between us in the past
is now so many satellites, 
invisible but for a few 
moments, on clear nights. 
That one would think twice
before stepping into space, 
especially in places where 
the sum of graffiti 
can be more than wasted
ink, seems as obvious as not 
removing gravity boots, while 
walking on the face of 
the man-in-the-moon, beneath
whom my mother watches 
the final tests for launch get 
checked off a list, her negative 
touch no longer a shock
to this astronaut.
MY WIFE HAVING LEFT TOWN, ELLIOT SMITH IS DEAD 
OF SUICIDE, AND I’M WAKING UP FOR THE SECOND 
TIME THIS MORNING
The quilt covers half a bed’s worth of sheet 
too cold to shift my body onto, were 
I to want to wake up like you, and stare 
at that portion of the ceiling you meet 
the deaths you meet in your dreams beneath. 
Returning home after having driven 
to the airport for the purpose of bequeath­
ing you to security lines (the first 
time I woke up), know what I was given 
by the one college deejay who doesn’t talk 
too much? (Not that it couldn’t have been worse.) 
News that Elliot Smith yesterday walked 
out on his life. —To hell with our dreams.
Let’s live for what is and not for what seems.
INDEPENDENCE DAY
I will be walking uphill 
across a field of mown grass. 
Wildfire smoke will 
misshape the sun.
A stand of missed blades,
a simple mistake, 
will be being eaten by cranes. 
Crates of ripened tomatoes 
will sink to its back axle, 
a flatbed pickup rounding
the curve of a nearby road. 
While on the field’s far edge: 
The skin of birch trees 
and a bed of ferns which, 
with luck, I will not reach.
KNOWLEDGE SEEMS TO HAVE NO END
—prior to graduate school comprehensive exam
The aurora makes a sickle 
around the moon this
morning. The moose, who knows?
In two hours I’ll be
sitting at a computer, regurgitating what 
I know, and then,
for a time: the new before it gets old. Ski-tracks 
trail behind me
in the snow. I know the names I have chosen to give 
to things, have
chosen to stay—not go. The moose has removed the sickle 
from around
the stupid moon. This morning is a reminder that neither will 
we be re­
membered, nor matter. Parallel signs of passing repeat, are known 
by heart.
LETTER (AFTER A LONG ABSENCE)
It’s been so long since the last time 
I sat, thinking what to say?, and wrote.
I hear you follow my weather
in the Tribune, that summer in Great Falls
has thus far been cooler than here.
Aren’t these days amazing, how one can stay
so informed of another’s having to stay 
indoors? Do you remember the time 
we sat as still as stones, stalled there 
by the fairgrounds, in your car, a boat, 
an island-in-the-street? Rain fell 
harder then than in any weather
I’ve lived through. Yes, our weather’s 
been wonderful. I just hope it stays 
so warm, that nature doesn’t decide fall 
ought to fall early this year, summertime 
here being like what Wordsworth wrote:
Five long winters!and again I  hear
These waters rollingfrom their 
mountain-springs / With a soft inland murmur. 
Not all we do is wrong. Or right.
I could say that I am sorry I didn’t stay 
with you, instead of move away, but time 
was what it is, and it was fall.
Everything was changing. Great Falls,
I hope you know, remains for me a here, 
a place no matter where I am I can take time 
out and go. I don’t know whether 
that is any comfort. Only you can say.
But your letters bring joy. You’re writing
well, contrary to what you write 
about that skill beginning to fail 
you. Remember: What stays 
remains not for what it might hear,
but because someone, ever-present as weather, 
loves it forever, and says so, time
and time again, regardless of what 
may have befallen their inner weather 
and stayed their desire to write.
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NOODLE
Middle of 
his dad’s 
dissection 
of a snake 
as an in- 
class guest, 
he ground 
chalk on 
his desk, 
rolled a 
buck, gave 
us thumbs- 
up, then 
filled his 
brain with 
dust. For 
milk money 
he’d hold an 
earthworm 
a moment 
above his 
mouth. 
Then, like 
the heads 
of those 
who, as 
the snake 
was cut 
could or 
would 
not look, 
slurp 
it down.
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MOTHER
I am from you, and better off apart
from our whole, setded here in my worry
that like storms from the Bering Sea will start
soon to cover me daily in flurries
and fog my memories. Allow the moonlight
that my escape let into your body...
There were times I thought myself justified 
in calling you less than Mother. Many
times I thought you could have shone brighter. How wrong.
Nighttime is going to darken this place 
twenty-one hours a day, but the moon 
will be in full phase no time longer.
What can I say, this sea-change takes place soon; 
so turn your eyes toward the sun. Warm your face.
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LEARNING TO FISH
— Nancy Noble, 1942-2000
She had a name for the boulder 
that held the eddy in whose still 
water I learned to fish. She swore
flies felt sharper every second 
we drew closer, during the drive 
from Great Falls. A wicker basket
bumped her hip. She wore waders 
up to her waist. Ten, two, ten, two, 
cooed the ice-box out back of the bar
that stood a few hundred yards 
from the bank. Uncle Ed would be 
bib-high in Wolf Creek while
off granite cliff-faces, the sun 
pulled masks of light. Montana 
doesn’t  deserve you , kid, I can still
hear her laugh as she set a hook, 
the whistle and chug of the N&P 
rounding a bend we couldn’t see.
TALKING AROUND IT, OUT OF FEAR
Transcontinental pilots 
call the Sierras a hump.
When I hear the word 
hump, I think to make 
love. No, I think, to fuck .
And to fuck can be not 
so far dissimilar from 
a mountain range. Take 
the plane flung at Mt. Rose, 
its passengers m em orialed
in Life magazine, 1953. 
Closer to the result of a fling 
today: No story penned 
about your death, into which 
you will not be flung.
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THINGS
There is something about the poster 
of Bob Dylan on the wall,
something about the blankets 
we bought in La Paz,
how well they cover the windows 
when the sun doesn’t set. (Oh
those too-short months of summer...) 
There is something about
a charango not played
since I returned to biting my nails.
And candles, lit on these 
dark March afternoons.
To have given them away, 
someone knew nothing
of the beauty of Soultrane 
beneath a needle, turning,
nor of the stereo.
Something about Formica
moved us, to have moved 
a kitchen table four thousand miles.
Something about mis­
matched hand-thrown bowls
that lie together in the cupboard 
like spoons. And the plates:
There is something about how fine 
cracks do not compromise the whole.
FRIEND, OVER THE PHONE
All our hangouts 
have turned 
overnight
into those neighborhoods, 
you know, where 
all the houses look 
the same.
Everything is 
a Wal-Mart now, man, 
a strip mall, 
a parking lot.
Remember the Salt?
Getting fucked up 
for the first time 
on Beefeater and juice?
Even that spot.
Behind a wall.
Guarded by, get this:
A rent-a-cop with a gun.
You know it took 
weeks after 
you left
to find out where you’d gone. 
We joked that you 
were on the run.
What was it you used to say 
about cactus?
That we should stand 
up like they do 
to the fall?
I never told you this before 
but remember when 
my dad
threw that ashtray 
into the pool 
that one time you guys 
came over to swim? Well ...
YOUNG MAN IN MOTION
He leaves footprints 
on a flight of stairs,
bets himself that 
by morning they’ll
be gone, and calls 
the face he caught
watching him cross 
the courtyard
Space to f i l l  later.
For now, one hand
makes sure his hair 
is still there, while
the other, a fist, 
knocks at her door.
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OF ALL THE PLACES WE COULD HAVE GONE
—fi r  Jen
Back of the near shack we 
bought, eight months’ ice 
melts, reveals smoother 
fence slats and shingles 
than at this time last year.
Seven hundred a month, 
the mortgage, yet 
we shit outside. Back 
home, on our respective 
coasts, they think us crazy
for all we fight cold to do.
So infrequently have we 
visited Denali, we wouldn’t 
know had the park been 
locked, drilled for oil.
At worst, we say, five 
years, sell, cash out 
on the equity. Or (and how 
does one tell which is 
more likely?) stay, start
a family, end a short affair 
with irony. But when
to say, I am ready to begin 
getting ready to make preparations 
f o r  our fa ces to be pasted
over those o f  our parents 
in the pictures in which they 
only lately have begun to look 
youngt Tourists, from every 
place we could have gone
when we needed a larger 
world, will soon once again
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saturate the Tanana Valley 
Farmer’s Market, birdhouse- 
money in-pocket, believing
what can be bought is made 
for them, when never will 
they see the old boards 
be freed of nails, cut, sanded, 
and pounded back together.
NOTES
“Advice” borrows from the last line of Jane Kenyon’s “Evening at a Country 
Inn.”
The lines attributed to Joe Bolton in “Rain” are from his poem “The Changes.”
The tide “Knowledge Seems to Have No End” is a variation on a line from Jon 
Anderson’s “Poems from the Chinese.”
“A Kind of Rhythm” is for Seth Gregar and Tom Klimas.
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